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home, I found that my father and the Baroness were in the
country. I was not sorry to be alone, as I really had re-
turned without any object, and had not, in any degree,
prepared myself to meet my father. After some considera-
tion, I enclosed my tragedy to an eminent publisher, and I
sent it him from a quarter whence he could gain no clue
as to its source. I pressed him for a reply without unneces-
sary loss of time, and he, unlike these gentry, who really
think themselves far more important personages than those
by whose wits they live, was punctual. In the course of a
week he returned me my manuscript, with his compliments,
and an extract from the letter of his principal critic, in which
my effusion was described as a laboured exaggeration of the
most unnatural features of the German school. On the day
I received it my father also arrived.

He was alone, and had merely come up to town to transact
business. He was surprised to see me, but said nothing of
my expulsion, although I felt confident that he must be
aware of it. We dined together alone. He talked to me
at dinner of indifferent subjects : of alterations at his castle,
and the state of Europe. As I wished to conciliate him, I
affected to take great interest in this latter topic, and I
thought he seemed pleased with the earnest readiness with
which I interfered in the discussion. After dinner he re-
marked very quietly, filling his glass, c Had you communi-
cated with me, Oontarini, I could perhaps have saved you
the disgrace of expulsion.'

I was quite taken by surprise, and looked very confused.
At last I said, ' I fear, sir, I have occasioned you too often
great mortification; but I sometimes cannot refrain from
believing that I may yet make a return to you for all your
goodness.*

c Everything depends upon yourself, Contarini. You
have elected to be your own master. You must take the
consequences of your courage or your rashness. What are